Bnvoi and *Baccbanak

\utbacktheclock!

A loud bell is tolling, tolling through the town.
The houses of the town are a honeycomb of bricks, of

Jred, red bricks. Each brick is a separate cell echoing the
sound. Brick by brick the houses have been built, like the cells in a
honeycomb. And their honey is this tolling, tolling of the hour.
The roads of the town are cobblestones. Dead leaves float upon
the canal.

Upstairs, up a winding stair, the anchorite, the red robed
anchorite waits all day long. When you knock his deep voice re-
plies; and then he is absorbed again. His table stands upon a step
or platform, at one end of the long room. This is heaped with
books, a skull, an hourglass and a vase of flowers. His quill pens
and the knife for pointing them, an inkpot and a case for spectacles
make a litter round him* For he leans right forward, both elbows
on the table, watching and staring. His long, thin fingers hold
your attention, and his long and aquiline features. He has a high
.forehead, is bald and tonsured, and has grey hair which is streaked
with black. His beard, too, has black in it, as well as grey; and this
gives to him a kind of wasted virility, which is marked in signs of
temper. He is highly irritable and not inclined to mercy. But it is
more particularly his attitude which is strange, leaning forward so
absorbed and with so fixed a stare. He is looking into nothing; or
it is the words written in a huge book lying open before Mm. He
has read the words and is wholly absorbed, now, in a gloss or
contemplation upon them. Their import and meaning reach to
him with a force that paralyses his understanding: or he has lost
the world, and the afterworld by a word read wrong.

He leans, there, before our eyes, and something in Ms attitude
and expression carries Mm into living reality and we hear the toll-
ing of the town bell and the rustling of Ms long sleeves. If it is not
Ms attitude, the way in wMch he leans, what is most impressive
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